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afraid/9 Spenser said. "You know every one, I
think, except our Grasse Commissioner, Monsieur
Grisson/*
Granet shook hands with a cadaverous-looking
man with tired expression and dressed almost in the
funeral garb of an undertaker*
"We heard a rumour/5 Spenser went on, "that
you had been left dinnerless by the stupid be-
haviour of the police to-night/'
"Quite true/3 Granet assented. "On the other
hand, one does not think very much about the
ordinary functions of life at times like these. I was
trying to imagine that I should be perfectly con-
tent with a couple of biscuits and a cocktail. Very
kind of any one who happened to think of me,
Fm sure/'
Martin came in with glasses of sherry and various
aperitifs and the gloom of the company seemed for
a few minutes somewhat lightened.
"Miss Grassleyes is, of course, your hostess to-
night," Spenser explained, standing before the fire-
place in the centre of the little group, "but you
will naturally excuse her presence. I have/' he went
on, "as you will some of you probably hear before
long, a certain claim to take her place, as I am
really a partner in this enterprise/'
"A very successful one, I understand/' Dryden
observed,
Spenser stroked his moustache*
"Yes, I suppose it might be called successful,**
he conceded. "Her ladyship knew all about the
running of large estates and she was thoroughly